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F irst person
Every evening this week, the tempera­ture has stayed in the 90s. It's August and it's hot. During the days I cool off 
with a river dip and in the evenings, I slip off 
into the icy world of the Anarctic. Specifically, 
I am reading Alfred Lansing's book Endurance 
about Ernest Shackleton's Imperial Trans- 
Anarctic Expedition. It's not hard to forget 
the heat when reading about 28 men living 
outside on ice floes, freezing shorelines, and 
in boats on the open sea in the 1910s.
Lansing's book relates the incredible 
story of Shackleton and his crew's persever­
ance and bravery while stranded in the 
Anarctic for more than a year. Surviving in 
one of the most brutal spots on earth, men 
suffered periodically from hypothermia, star­
vation, and exhaustion.
The survival story is inspiring but the 
fundamental appeal of the book is its story of 
exploration. Although I'll probably never 
make an Anarctic voyage, I love the idea of it. 
I am in awe of travelers like Shackleton who 
actually do what I only daydream about.
At the same time, there is much to be said 
for leaving some areas untouched by explor­
ing humans. Living in Missoula, I am on the 
border of two national forests: the Lolo and 
Bitterroot. Despite the protected open space 
near my home, I see evidence of man's un­
natural desire to pave over every inch of un­
protected land. With the population explo­
sion in the western United States, the loss of 
crucial wildlife habitat, and the introduction 
of exotic weed species, it is easy to see that 
not all is well as a result of man's desire to 
explore.
Ethan Hasenstein's feature considers the 
problematic situation with the introduction 
of an alien fish species, northern pike, into the 
Clearwater River drainage. Ethan's piece re­
minds us that while the northern pike is 
prized in the midwest, the fish is wreaking 
havoc in a river system in which it does not 
belong. Rupert Pilkington's opinion piece 
raises issues of human m igration to the 
North American West, and its impact on wil­
derness. Rupert's piece introduces the reader 
to options for conserving wildlife habitat: the 
Yellowstone to Yukon Conservation Initiative 
and the Wildlands Project. Colleen O'Brien's 
reflection reminds us of the impact elemen­
tary school had on us. And be sure to read 
the informative news blurbs beginning on 
page 28.
This issue introduces two new sections 
to Camas. First, the Crossroads section show­
cases insights from the field by Caroline 
Deppe. Part science, part personal story, this 
piece is one to read. Hilary Wood wrote our 
first piece of fiction since we changed formats 
in 1998. Her story of berrypicking is a perfect 
summer read.
Finally, this is my last issue of Camas as 
editor. I am pleased to announce that Tara 
Gunter, presently the Assistant Editor, will 
take over the production of the journal with 
the fall Teller Issue. Working with the writ­
ers, artists, advertisers, and editorial board has 
been a pleasure-many thanks to all the people 
whose hard work and generosity make Ca­
mas possible.
-Sarah W. Heim-Jonson
2 Camas Summer 1999 4





Birst grade loomed like a dark cave at the edge of my seventh summer. As I en­tered, the heavy wooden doors of Sa­
cred Heart School slammed shut behind me. 
The building smelled of stale heat, cleanser, 
and something mildly disgusting, which 
turned out to be lunch. The teacher was kind 
and pretty. She explained the rules about rais­
ing our hands, asking permission to use the 
bathroom, and not eating candy or chewing 
gum. After a week of testing, she divided 
us into groups, each named for a color.
There were four of us "yellows"; Tony, 
a small, spastic child with a sweet tooth; Dean, 
a heavy metal fan whose father had recently 
passed away; Sean, a chubby kid who'd got­
ten kicked out of public school after two 
days; and m e— two braids, new front teeth
my face had yet to grow into, and a penchant 
for chatting. The blue and green groups read 
aloud from their books and completed 
worksheets. We were handed a bucket of 
crayons and told to please not eat them. 
Given the state of lunch, I can't say I wasn't 
tempted.
We knew we were the dumb ones, that 
we'd been weeded out so we wouldn't im­
pede the other kids' progress. But it didn't 
really bother us. We kept ourselves busy and 
amused. Dean translated Billy Squire lyrics 
for me. Tony snuck us pieces of candy and 
bits of gum. Sean kept a deck of cards in his 
desk and taught us how to play poker. I 
showed everyone how to write "shit." The 
only bad part was that we were stuck in a 
classroom, and our particular talents weren't 
welcomed.
My time in the yellow group left me 
with a soft spot for problem species, all the 
plants that disrupt their surroundings— all 
the weeds. Leafy spurge blankets the hill out­
side my window and come August in 
Missoula, it's the only thing still green. Knap­
weed, a menace to be sure, strikes me as re­
markable in its resilience. Don't tell anyone, 
but I actually think Dalmatian Toadflax is 
kind of pretty. I believe in these weeds' abil­
ity to flourish companionably in their native 
environments of Europe and Asia. Under 
new circumstances, weaknesses become 
strengths. An intruder in one spot is an ap­
preciated member of the community in an­
other.
I left first grade having learned quite a 
bit. I knew Billy Squire was not singing 
"Choke me, Choke me." I knew how to en­
joy candy and gum inconspicuously. I could 
play blackjack and five card stud. And I 
learned respect for those that persevered in a 
place they would never belong.
Colleen is a graduate student at the University of Montana.
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America's Drive-Thru Wilderness
by Pete Mumey
Few people forget their first experience with a grizzly bear, and I'm no excep­tion. I was driving back home after a 
long day of work in Yellowstone Park when 
traffic suddenly came to a standstill. The road 
was lined with tourists snapping shots with 
every imaginable type of camera. It didn't 
have the look of your typical wildlife jam.
When I saw the bear, I realized the com­
motion wasn't due to a few elk grazing near 
the road. It was a young griz, pacing back 
and forth and sniffing the air, as if trying to 
understand this new and inexplicable encoun­
ter. Apart from a quick glimpse of what was 
more than likely a light brown black bear in 
the North Cascades, this was as close as I'd 
ever been to a grizzly. Rather than being re­
pelled by the circus-like aspect of the scene, I 
found myself wishing for a camera.
I'd have many more such wildlife encoun­
ters over the course of the summer, though 
only a couple more sightings of griz. Over 
time, these meetings helped change my per­
spective on what makes up a quality wildlife 
moment. My unconscious model for such a 
"real" experience had become one that oc­
curred alone in the wilderness — unmediated 
and unpredictable, with at least the possibil­
ity of danger. Everything that crowded, side- 
of-the-road Yellowstone spectacle is not.
Like many wilderness lovers, I've come 
to resent the way that national parks like Yel­
lowstone are carefully packaged to provide 
us with the most comfortable, safe, and pre­
dictable "natural experience" possible. For 
some of us, a visit to Yellowstone, Glacier, or 
any other good-sized park is always accom­
panied by an irresistible desire to flee from 
the hotels and scenic overlooks and out into 
any expanse of rock and trees that might pro­
vide refuge. While I would never entirely re­
ject this urge towards exploration and adven­
ture, it also has a less appealing side. This is 
the impulse to leave no blank place on the
map, to have nowhere on earth we can't ac­
cess if only we are bold, skillful, and deter­
mined enough. It is an impulse that helped 
lead us to the very situation that we now try 
so desperately to escape.
My job kept me in the developed parts 
of the park and, after I got used to it, led me 
to see that drive-thru wildlife tourism might 
not be so bad after all. In an ecosystem like 
Yellowstone with a large, dangerous, endan­
gered, and human-sensitive species like griz­
zlies, there is actually much to be said for not 
visiting certain areas in the backcountry. 
While less thrilling and adventurous for us, 
our roadside glimpses of grizzlies are un­
doubtedly the safest and least disruptive hu­
man encounters possible for the bear popu­
lation. And while perhaps aesthetically dis­
pleasing, the roads looping through the park 
are far from the biggest threat to griz. That 
distinction goes to the ever-increasing habi­
tat destruction surrounding the park, brought 
on by new development—by and for people 
who want to own a piece of the "wilderness 
experience" apart from the milling crowds of 
the park.
I left Yellowstone at the end of the sum­
mer, but knew I'd be back. I've plotted sev­
eral obscure and lengthy trips on my topo 
maps, which I plan to hike someday. But I 
also look forward to pulling over to the side 
of the road at the first sight of a bison herd, a 
moose or griz, taking out my binoculars, and 
reconnecting with my inner tourist once 
again.
Pete M um ey, a man in touch with his true tourist side, 
spent the last two summers working in Yellowstone 
National Park.
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■he mountain lion's eyes were hard to see and impossible to read. My only clue to its mood was the occasional 
wrinkling of its face into a snarl. Dogs' fre­
netic baying was all I could hear. Cradled by 
two high limbs, the cat appeared comfort­
able enough. A long thick tail hung straight 
down, and only its shoulders shifted for a bet­
ter view as we approached. The man running 
up the ridge in front of me stopped and sat 
down. He sat with his face turned toward me, 
his back toward the lion. He had faith in the 
power of the dogs that leapt and barked. So 
did I. The lion had become a kitten, helpless 
in the woods, stuck in a tree, and resenting 
the neighborhood canines. I stared at my first 
big cat. It was stripped of all the majesty and 
strength I had imagined feeling in the pres­
ence of such an animal.
In response to his questions, I remotely 
told the government trapper about my inter­
est in ethics and science and explained how 
handling birds — trapped in mist nets for con­
servation purposes —had tortured me. The 
trapper, Ted, responded to my consideration 
for the birds with sympathy. He said he does 
this not because he enjoys killing, but because 
action must be taken to protect the remaining 
lions from people's fear. If the "bad ex­
amples" are weeded out of the population, 
the rest may be allowed to live. "Mountain 
lions reproduce quickly, like coyotes," he told 
me. Ted was not watching the cat as he spoke. 
I believe the knowledge of the lion, what he 
might see in its eyes, kept his own turned my 
way.
The lion was patient. It just waited for 
us to go away, for the small terrier and floppy­
eared hound dog to quit barking, for a chance 
to glide back into the forest. But a dead goat 
and deer had triggered this hunt in Butler 
Creek Canyon. The lion was not on trial; it 
had been accused and sentenced. There was 
nothing to argue.
Curiosity and adrenaline had given me 
the speed to keep up with Ted as he followed 
the barking sounds, yelling encouragement 
to enthusiastic dogs, telling them to stay on 
the tree, to "get 'em." There was no blood 
lust, no hatred, and no real danger—just a 
treed cat and a job to do.
I liked the man I thought I would hate; 
his dogs were not death hounds. His face was 
honest and open as he explained the nature 
of his work and asked about my truck's Or­
egon plates. What had brought me out here 
to Montana?
Before I turned my back on the moun­
tain and its hungry lion, Ted thanked me for 
leading him through the gates of my 
landlord's llama enclosure. I had been 
warned that someone was going to be hunt­
ing lions. Ted wanted us, the goat farmer's 
neighbors, to know so no one would shoot 
his dogs. We all protect what we love, what 
serves us well, and what appears to sustain 
our way of life.
The shot rang out as I headed home — 
none of us wants death to be part of the bar­
gain^_____________________________________
A nn Whitesides spent her sum m er researching owls and 
birds in western Montana.
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H y mother taught me that when you buy eggs at the market, you open the container to make sure they're 
unbroken, plus to check that they're the size 
and color you want. After a decade of check­
ing, I have found that the eggs are so rarely 
flawed that the occasional crack or color 
change is practically exciting.
Outdoor eggs have given me a similar 
jolt. Recently, I stumbled across a nest and 
automatically ran the "breakage, size, color" 
scan, and to my surprise, one of the eggs was 
bigger and more darkly speckled than the oth­
ers. A yellow warbler scooted silently into 
the nest, but she wasn't responsible for this 
inconsistency. Rather, she'd been targeted by 
a parasite.
During nest building and egg laying, the 
yellow warbler and her mate were watched 
by a brown bird. When they left the nest un­
attended, the bird zipped in and laid one of 
its own eggs. This bird, called a brown­
headed cowbird, is a brood parasite, which
means she loads her eggs into other birds' 
nests, leaving her young to the fate of foster 
parents. In short, cowbirds don't do nests, and 
they don't do babies.
When I discover an unwanted egg in a 
grocery store carton, I can put the carton back 
and grab another one. It's easy. It's less so 
for the warblers. In response to a cowbird egg, 
the warblers may start over, either by bury­
ing all the eggs in nest material and laying a 
fresh clutch on top, or by abandoning the nest 
entirely. Other times, the cowbird egg stays. 
The hatchling cowbird gapes wider, cries 
louder, and grows faster, outcompeting the 
warbler hatchlings during mealtime. Whether 
the warblers opt for burial, abandonment, or 
baby, their reproductive success is reduced.
Yellow warblers are not the only ones to 
host a cowbird. Add to the list 240 other bird 
species, mostly neotropical migrants, and 
then underscore a few, like the Kirtland's 
warbler in Michigan, which have declined al­
most to extinction under the pressure of para-
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sitism. I am tempted, at this point, to say that 
cowbirds, like all cheaters, are pure evil and 
should be done with it, but three things stand 
in the way.
First, I have cheated, too. Once, when I 
discovered a carton of "extra large" eggs in a 
carton marked "medium," I sidled to the reg­
ister and bought big eggs for a middle price. 
Second, cowbirds are just doing what they 
do — they just happen to do it extremely well. 
Third, that cowbirds are classified a "prob­
lem" is in large part due to people.
A few centuries ago, cowbirds lived on 
the Great Plains, where they ate insects and 
seeds, presumably ones exposed by buffalo 
hooves. Nowadays, despite precious few bi­
son to follow, the cowbird range has expanded 
and population exploded through most of 
North America, due to a menagerie of causes: 
widespread forest fragmentation, human de­
velopment, and grazing, not to mention a 
bounty of winter food (waste grain in fields) 
and new hosts lacking defenses against brood 
parasitism.
According to University of Montana re­
searcher Josh Tewksbury and colleagues, 
there are two strong predictors for parasitism 
in western Montana's Bitterroot Valley: a 
great abundance of human habitations and a 
high density of hosts. More specifically, "hu­
man habitations" means farms and houses, 
corrals and livestock areas, and places with 
scores of chicken feed or wild bird food — 
places for cowbirds to chow. Hosts, such as 
yellow warblers, are most "dense" in decidu­
ous riparian habitats, which are the primary 
breeding grounds for over 60% of the song­
bird species in the western U.S. In an egg­
shell, brood parasitism is very likely in areas 
of human-riparian connection.
Needless to say, this "connection" is on 
the increase. Much of the West's riparian habi­
tat, a scant 1 % of the landscape, has been ei­
ther destroyed or converted to other uses, re­
sulting in the tremendous decline of bird 
populations (another essay altogether). In 
light of riparian scarcity, Kelley Segers,
former University of Montana cowbird re­
searcher and a current Missoula, Montana 
planner, suggests: "Don't build in or even 
near riparian areas. Let's preserve what little 
we have left."
Many of the remaining riparian areas, too 
close to human habitation, are "virtual mag­
nets" for cowbirds, says Tewksbury, who has 
an anti-parasitism prescription for the Bitter­
root: Site cowbird feed spots at least a half- 
mile away from riparian areas. It's a practice 
as simple as placing a feed lot on the other 
side of a field. "That distance gives you the 
most bang for your buck," says Tewksbury, 
"and it's far enough to discourage most cow­
birds from entering riparian areas."
My mother started me egg checking 
when I was four. Afterwards, I'd swagger out 
of the store real proud, knowing that the 
scrambled eggs on Sundays and the hard- 
boileds for road trips would fail dismally 
without me. Little did I know that my habit 
of choosing eggs would lead me to some 
wiley brood parasites, not to mention a focus 
for conservation.
Caroline Deppe, our first Crossroads contributor, is a 
graduate student in the University o f Montana's 
Environmental Studies program.
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Where the Deer and Kangaroo Play
by Kim Todd
"What's done we partly may compute, 
But know not what's resisted."1
— Robert Burns
In these times of spotted knapweed erupt­ing like a lavender rash, Asian longhorned beetles tattooing tree bark, and starlings booting cavity nesters out of every desirable 
hole, it's easy to think things are as bad as 
they could be. It's easy to forget to be thank­
ful for all those exotic species that couldn't 
adapt, failed to breed, missed the boat, or, for 
whatever reason, just never quite made it. 
The kangaroo, for instance.
In 1892, Robert C. Auld, a Scottish cattle 
breeder who lived in the Midwest, noticed the 
buffalo were growing scarcer than whiskey 
at a temperance meeting. With the herds 
gone, vast reaches of prairie stood empty; 
acres of grassland — wasted. What the West 
needed, he suggested, was a new large rumi­
nant to take its place. The kangaroo would 
be perfect.
Auld considered all the angles. From 
shapely ear to hefty hind leg, the kangaroo 
exuded potential. Hides went for $5 to $7 a 
dozen. The fur wrapped the shoulders of the 
fashionable. The tails made tasty soup. 
Sportsmen could save the cost of the fare to 
Australia and cull trophies from their own 
backyards. But his vision didn't stop with the 
creature as an expensive curiosity. "There 
may come a time when it may become more 
profitable to raise kangaroo than even cattle 
on the 'arid' ranches,"2 he wrote.
His Australian connections assured Auld 
that the operation would be easy and cheap. 
They suggested the great gray kangaroo and 
the swamp wallaby for maximum profit and 
noted the kangaroo could eat whatever cows 
disdained and should have no trouble with 
the North American climate. Both males and 
females were reputedly docile and easy to
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handle. The only expense would be fences. 
High ones, of course.
That was a narrow miss, no doubt. But 
it's easy to picture what might have hap­
pened. The story is sadly too familiar. It 
could have been something like this:
The first kangaroo were welcomed, 
greeted at railroad stations by banner news­
paper headlines and nervous professors 
reading long speeches. As they hopped ten­
tatively from their crates, the crowd sent up a 
cheer. The fashion that year demanded moth­
ers carry their babies in beige dresses with 
crocheted front pouches. Towns renamed 
themselves: Kanga City, Joey, and Rooville. 
Fortune-hunters sank life savings into buy­
ing one or two breeding pairs.
After three months, though, the blush 
was off the rose. One swift kick or high leap 
dispatched the ranchers' fences, and the kan­
garoo roamed the plains in feral bands, ha­
rassing the antelope. They proved more fruit­
ful and hungry than Auld imagined, turning 
lush fields into stubble. Elk that shared the 
same habitat began to look a little thin. 
Dresses with pouches flooded thrift stores. 
Rooville voted to go back to being Copper 
Town. All the leggy young men hired on as 
kangaroo ropers drifted off in search of other 
work. Meanwhile, the kangaroo ate and bred
Kangaroo enthusiasts who’d 
grown up loving the gentle hop, 
hop, hop o f the animals as they 
nibbled tender broccoli buds from  
the garden at dusk sent haiku 
and Shakespearean sonnets to 
their governors.
and hopped and proved what 
Australian sheep farmers al­
ways knew: they're pests.
One day, when kangaroo 
had become common as grass­
hoppers, decades after people 
forgot they were non-native, 
news arrived which shocked 
the region. A reclusive botanist 
had sent pages of research 
notes written out in longhand 
to a premiere scientific journal, 
observations based on years of 
wandering meadows where the 
kangaroo grazed. Seeds of the 
rare coulee-dwelling trembling 
wallflower proved unable to 
germinate in the compact soil 
resulting from the bounding 
herds. The few that did 
struggle through the earth were 
quickly chewed up as the exot­
ics found the young shoots a de­
lightful snack. The wallflower 
species perched on the edge of extinction.
Then the real controversy began. Kanga­
roo enthusiasts who'd grown up loving the 
gentle hop, hop, hop of the animals as they 
nibbled tender broccoli buds from the garden 
at dusk sent haiku and Shakespearean son­
nets to their governors. Father and son duos 
offered gruff testimony about the thrill of hear­
ing the boomer's warning thumps at their ap­
proach and the joy of celebrating a successful 
hunt with savory kangaroo medallions. The 
bartender at Hopper's and the owner of the 
microbrewery Big Tail Pale Ale overcame 
their differences and co-wrote an impassioned 
letter to the editor about the shortage of good 
mascots these days. Meanwhile, the anti-kan­
garoo factions declared them noxious weeds, 
refused to refer to them by any other term 
than "the invaders," and demanded every last 
one be shot (and drawn and quartered for 
good measure).
State and local legislatures earmarked 
hundreds of thousands of dollars for kanga-
10 Camas Summer 1999
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roo control measures. A brave zoologist ven­
tured into the field with ten thousand pack­
ets of birth control pills and a prepared ex­
planation, never to be heard from again. 
When government scientists brought the 
dingo over as a biological control agent, voles, 
marmots, ferrets, snowshoe hares, and min­
iature dachshunds vanished from Sioux City 
to Spokane. And still the kangaroo numbers 
continued to grow. In the swell of a popula­
tion explosion, with the range grasses de­
pleted, they stumbled into towns only to find 
kangaroo-proof Astroturf lawns, installed by 
federal mandate. There they collapsed on the 
sidewalk, where the postmaster tripped on 
the destitute creatures. It would have been 
ugly, no doubt.
But despite the solid reasoning of Auld's 
plan, no popular upsurge demanded marsu­
pials for Montana. Maybe funds were short. 
Maybe will was lacking. Maybe it just wasn't 
the right time. Eventually, Auld turned away
A.nd still the kangaroo num­
bers continued to grow. In the 
swell o f population explosion, 
with the range grasses depleted, 
they stumbled into towns only to 
fin d  kangaroo-proof A stroturf 
lawns, installed by federa l man­
date.
from ranching and moved to New York to 
become a newspaper journalist. In later life, 
he studied up on the Scottish poet Robert 
Burns, wrote a book called The Robert Burns 
We Love, and served as founder and general 
secretary of the Robert Burns Memorial As­
sociation. The kangaroo scheme fell by the 
wayside.
So even though the West may seem over­
run, invaders pawing at the gates and taking 
root under them, rest assured that it could 
have been worse. While pondering that use­
less patch of ground, breeding nothing but 
bunchgrass and prairie dogs, think of what 
could have been. Then send up a small 
prayer of gratitude for whatever quirk of fate 
kept the prairies kangaroo-free. At least for 
the time being.
1 Burns, Robert. "Address to the Unco Guid, or the 
Rigidly Righteous," in The Norton Anthology o f Poetry, 
third edition. New York: W.W. Norton & Company, 1983, 
p. 516.
2 Auld, Robert C. "The Economic Introduction of 
the Kangaroo in America," The Overland Monthly, series 
2, Vol. 20, Aug. 1892, p. 169
Kim Todd received an M FA  in Creative W riting and an M S  
in Environmental Studies from  the University of Montana. 
You can read more by Kim in her upcoming book on exotic 
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Pike to the 
Clearwater 
Drainage.
Bne mother goldeneye began the summer with nine fuzzy duck­lings in tow, clustered about her in orbit, scooting this way and that. They spent the majority of their time dabbling in the reedy 
shallows where Round Lake emptied into the Cross River, mother work­
ing to maintain the conformity of her brood's flotilla as she brought them 
by the dock at dawn and dusk.
Each evening, my buddy Ian and I, after toting Suburban-loads of 
giddy canoeists to embarkation points in the Boundary Waters of north­
ern Minnesota, returned to sloppy joes at the cook shack. We savored 
our evening ritual of fishing rods, cold cans of Schmidt, a smoke, and a 
seat on the rocky point. We spent a few hours of reverie before sleep and 
the next day's chores of repairing septic tanks and changing the fan belts 
of the respectably-decrepit trucks. We tried to bolster the equilibrium of 
St. Paul lawyers, Milwaukee housewives, and Lutheran youth groups as 
they subjected themselves to the "full-service wilderness canoe adven­
ture." Our hammy credo to these earnest souls was a woodsy, "Well, 
folks, I expect it'll be sunny, seventy, and the fish'll be bitin', doncha 
know?" With that, we'd switch into the auto-pilot mode known by any­
one who works with anxious tourists at the interface of what is wild and 
what is vacation. That liminal experience reflected pale on their cheeks. 
Occasionally, an insightful soul would see through our schtick, but we 
were generally safe acting under our flannel-outdoorsman cover.
Ian and I let our guard down in the welcome evening hours of loon
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... we surmised our missing ducklings7 fate lay instead 
beneath the still, black glass of the lake's surface, the dark 
________ realm of cooi, green mystery, waiting.
cries. We watched the mother goldeneye and 
her brood dabble warily near shore. As the 
weeks went by, her brood shrank from nine 
to seven to six, and down to three, then two. 
Each night we speculated — foxes, a weasel, 
the pine marten, an eagle, perhaps? But, in 
truth, we knew these postulations, while 
plausible, were likely false. Instead, we sur­
mised our missing ducklings' fate lay beneath 
the still, black glass of the lake's surface, the 
dark realm of cool, green mystery, waiting. 
The northern pike. I've come to discover that 
it waits, not only in the calm waters of my 
beloved Minnesota lakes, but as an unwel­
come presence in the western Montana wa­
ters in which I often find myself chest-deep.
The northern pike is a fish often spoken 
about in hyperbole. It sits astride the top of 
the food chain in its vast native range of bo­
real lakes younger than 10,000 years. They 
were carved by the receding ice sheets, 
sloughs, and slow-m oving rivers from 
Alaska's interior, across the lake-pocked Ca­
nadian Shield, wrapping in a circumpolar 
band through Scandanavia and Siberia. Esox 
lucius, translated roughly to "water wolf," is, 
of course, likely to blame for most of our 
duckling drama. It does not confine its diet 
to fuzzy baby ducks, but cultivates an eclec­
tic palate of frogs, young muskrats, small 
turtles, crayfish, hapless mice, and all man­
ner of fish, including members of its own spe­
cies. The "northern", as it's known in my home 
region, like its esocid cousins the larger 
muskellunge (Esox masquinongy, which can 
top out at over 60 pounds) and the much 
smaller chain pickerel (Esox niger), can best 
be described in habit and appearance as a 
freshwater barricuda. Its torpedo-shaped 
body is dappled with green and pale spots, 
capped with a large, elongated head, whose
bill-like jaws house sharp teeth a-plenty. 
Well-camouflaged in this manner, the pike 
hovers in ambush in reedy shallows and be­
neath submerged logs, relying not on lengthy 
pursuit but on explosive speed to take its 
prey. There are those who dub the northern 
ugly, but, to me, it captures the very embodi­
ment of power, balance, and predatory grace.
Under the evolutionary shadow of this 
predator, prey fish in its native range have 
developed behavioral and physiological tools 
to elude lucius. Lake trout stay deep near 
rocky drop-offs and fathead minnows have a 
chemical sensitivity to pike feces as a means 
of avoidance. Despite evolutionary gymnas­
tics on the part of its prey, lucius, in large, pro­
ductive lake ecosystems with an abundance 
of prey, can grow to upwards of thirty pounds, 
and are a sought-after sport fish. Aggressive 
feeders, pike are handily caught on anything 
that moves quickly, wiggles, glimmers, or rep­
licates a prey species. I recall an episode in 
which my friend was reeling in a 12 inch brook 
trout in Minnesota only to have it wrenched 
off the line by a pike not much the larger.
A good sized pike yields two, long fil­
lets that can be quite bony but passable at the 
table. Pike end up as often at the taxidermist's 
as they do on the platter, and no Minnesota 
tavern is complete without several prime 
specimens arched malevolently on the wall. 
They occupy places of prominence through 
the smoky haze next to old North Stars pen­
nants, whitetail mount, and Old Style lamps.
The northern is also an important prey 
species for bands like the Chippewa, who are 
granted a season by treaty, to spear the fish 
during its nocturnal spring spawn. The pike's 
randomly deposited multitude of eggs sup­
port a range of species from perch to foraging 
waterfowl. As young fingerlings, they are a
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It is a recent tale of clouded illegality, perhaps a mea­
sure of old-time class conflict, and, most importantly, of
ecological foreboding.
favorite of loons, which can gulp down a 
couple hundred a day. I have seen eagles and 
otter enthusiastically shredding a pike car­
cass. In its native range, the pike occupies a 
respected niche and its toughness is extolled. 
The thought of catching pike elicits memo­
ries of lake country, wild rice beds, yellow­
ing birch, and blushing willow in fall, when 
the well-trodden north woods are finally al­
lowed to turn inward.
It is within that peculiar universe of the 
sport fisherman that Esox has risen to promi­
nence. The story of pike in northwestern Mon­
tana is one not nearly so balanced, so steeped 
in tradition, or so rhapsodic as its Minnesota 
version. It is, in effect, a recent tale of clouded 
illegality, perhaps a measure of old-time class 
conflict, and, most importantly, ecological 
foreboding. It is told no better than in the 
Clearwater drainage. The Clearwater River 
winds southeast through a seam between the 
southern end of the Mission Mountains and 
Jocko Divide and the steep face of the Swan 
Range. Its confluence with the Blackfoot lies 
at the top end of Ninemile Prairie, a wide 
game-rich steppe bordered by open Ponde- 
rosa ridges. Along its course to the Blackfoot, 
the Clearwater connects a network of slim 
lakes surrounded by steep, timbered ridges, 
including Alva, Inez, Placid, Seeley, and 
Salmon lakes.
Like money, the killing or hunting of ani­
mals brings out the best and worst in people. 
The pursuit continually leads me to question 
the appropriateness and the contradictions 
involved in defending such activity. And it 
is the unwelcome presence of the pike in the 
Clearwater chain that speaks to the public's 
failure to grasp the nature of the pike and its 
niche. The introduction of the pike to a drain­
age of which it is not native is indicative of 
the pernicious, ingrained notion in humanity
that species exist purely for the rewards of 
pursuing or exploiting it.
About tw elve years ago, som eone 
brought a bucket of pike to the shore of 
Salmon Lake and dumped it in. It is still a 
mystery as to who was the culpable "bucket 
biologist," but the motivation remains clear:
some folks like to pursue big, readily-caught 
predators rather than the existing salmonid 
populations, and are willing to circumvent 
state studies and professional management 
efforts. Some believe it was simply a case of 
a foolhardy Midwesterner homesick for his 
old quarry. Whatever the case, Salmon Lake 
has not been the same since.
Rod Berg, a fisheries biologist for the 
Montana Department of Fish, Wildlife, and 
Parks (MDFWP), in a recent internal report, 
likens the situation in Salmon Lake to mind-
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A n d  it is the unwelcome presence of the pike in the 
Clearwater chain that speaks to the public's failure to 
grasp the nature of the pike and its niche.
less ethnic cleansing. Berg's analogy seems 
apt, considering the numbers. Pike, accord­
ing to Berg's studies, are responsible for a 32% 
decline in the mountain whitefish population 
in the 650 acre lake. The kokanee salmon 
(lake run Pacific sockeye, Oncorhynchus nerka) 
has shown a 60% decline traceable to Esox
presence. Yet the pike has done the most im­
pressive damage to the native bull trout popu­
lation. Berg's study found a 100% decline in 
numbers in Salmon Lake and an 82% decline 
in the pike-infested lakes overall. In fact, 90% 
of Salmon Lake's pike's stomach contents 
were salmonids. The bull trout, historically 
the primary predator of Northwest Montana's 
aquatic ecosystems, is an easy target for the 
pike. Salvelinus confluentus, accustomed to be­
ing the top predator, evolved with few natu­
ral defense mechanisms or innate fears of
aquatic predators. As Don Peters, fisheries 
manager for DFWP Region II, said, the pike 
in the Clearwater system "pretty much feed 
at will."
DFWP's study reconstructs the feeding 
history of Salmon Lake's pike in a chilling 
light. Pike, upon illegal introduction in the 
1980's, initially exhausted the populations of 
introduced perch, panfish, and bass and grew 
to enormous sizes, with 20-30 pound speci­
mens commonly harvested both in summer 
and winter. Remaining in deeper water, pike 
next devoured trout, salmon, and whitefish 
stocks. As the trout and salmon were de­
pleted, the burgeoning pike population 
moved inshore in search for food, depleting 
suckers and peamouth populations in the 
shallows. The pike harvested from Salmon 
Lake by anglers and biologists reflect the 
creature's opportunism and the easy exploi­
tation of unwary, ill-adapted prey in comi­
cally bloated bellies —less a sleek torpedo 
than an engorged, toothy, aquatic football. "If 
someone back in Minnesota caught a pike like 
that," Peters, a midwesterner himself, says, 
nodding at a photo of one of these morbidly- 
rotund specimens, "they'd be calling the [De­
partment of Natural Resources] office asking, 
'Hey, what the hell is wrong with these pike 
I'm catching?"'
The voracious pike had only themselves 
to turn to next, and started preying on each 
other. They are exhibiting yet another creepy 
metamorphosis—stunting. In short, the pike's 
head grows while the body doesn't, creating 
incongruous "snakes" or "hammer handles." 
The pike will not sustain its missile-esque el­
egance on a diet of its own brethren. Salmon 
Lake is now a grim aquatic community, full 
of the distortions and pain of a battlefield. 
And lately, the pike-fishing's been downright 
bad. While some anglers in the area remain
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Salmon Lake is a pike freak-show, fascinating in the ma­
cabre contortions which the Esoxhas wrought on its 
aquatic community. It is the bottom of the pit.
pro-pike, locals and fishing families with 
young children are losing fondness for the big 
toothy predators, despite liberal catch-and- 
kill limits and kill-only fishing derbies.
Salmon Lake is a pike freak-show, fasci­
nating in the macabre contortions which the 
Esox has wrought on its aquatic community. 
It is the bottom of the pit. Elsewhere in the 
Clearwater system, the consequences, while 
grave, are not quite so advanced. Pike have 
recently appeared in Seeley Lake whose area 
and prey diversity is greater. However, 
salmonids have been shown to be in serious 
decline while large pike (10-15 pounds) 
started being harvested in 1996. "I would not 
be surprised to see a state record come out of 
Seeley/7 said Berg. "The same dynamic that 
occurred in Salmon Lake is in progress there." 
The trend is similar in Lake Alva as well. Al­
though unverified catches have been re­
ported, Berg believes 1600-acre Placid Lake 
remains pike free, despite a scare during the 
1997 spring runoff. The homeowner's asso­
ciation panicked at advancing water levels 
and breached an unauthorized ditch through 
the banks. Thus far, the channel has remained 
high and dry, but it persists as a potential av­
enue for pike invasions during high water. 
DFWP has considered putting a fish barrier 
grate similar to those constructed on irriga­
tion diversions.
Originally thought to be not much of a 
mover— sticking exclusively to slack wa­
ters—a pike caught in the lower Blackfoot 
during DFWP studies in the spring of 1995 
by Tim Swanberg, proved otherwise. The 
pike was tagged, released, and tracked tele- 
metrically throughout the ensuing year. The 
specimen moved extensively up and down 
the system, pausing for several days in deep, 
still pools before moving on. Currently, pike 
have been found below Mill town Dam in the
Clark Fork as well as in the lower Blackfoot, 
demonstrating their ability to get around. 
However, while their very presence in 
swiftwater systems is of concern, pike are 
unlikely to be able to reproduce in these con­
ditions, nor do they forage with such success. 
As a conduit for further invasions, however, 
Berg believes their ability to move in swift 
river systems poses a threat for invasion of 
other lake systems. "Their energy conversion 
efficiency probably decreases quite a bit. I 
don't think the impact in flowing water itself 
will be of as much consequence. But I also 
believe the potential is yet to be realized."
Physiologically, Esox lucius has more than 
its huge and varied appetite to its advantage, 
especially when contrasted with the native 
bull trout. Berg uses a colorful analogy in his 
memos: The bull trout competing with the 
pike is similar to "a boxing match pitting Pee- 
Wee Herman against Mike Tyson." Again, 
Berg's numbers readily speak to the physi­
ological edge lucius has over the bull trout. 
First, pike require 28% less food to maintain 
an equal body weight than S. confluentus. In 
other words, pike metabolically convert food 
energy to growth at a rate 33% more efficient 
than the bull trout. Astounding growth rates 
of 12 inches per year have been recorded in 
prey-rich environments. Further, a pike can 
live at least 25 years to the trout's 12-15. 
"Pike," says DFWP's Peters, "are totally ex­
ploiting this environment, and this environ­
ment is just not dealing with it well."
Lucius, unlike most salmonids, is not a 
redd (nest) builder, but broadcasts its eggs 
across sheltered, still shallows during spring 
breakup. The female, typically larger than the 
male, is a virtual egg-factory, pumping out 
as many as 100,000 slightly sticky eggs at a 
time, which adhere to aquatic vegetation in 
shallow areas. The reproductive advantage
16 Camas Summer 1999
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Like spotted knapweed, or scotch broom, 
lucius flourishes not just by efficient habitat 
exploitation, but by pure fecundity.
over trout is impressive: according to Berg's 
figures, it would take nearly forty 20-pound 
bull trout to produce as many eggs as one 
pike of equal bodyweight. Pike make little 
investment in their young, which hatch at 
three weeks. Like spotted knapweed, the dan­
delion, or scotch broom, lucius flourishes not 
just by efficient habitat exploitation, but by 
pure fecundity. Pike's fecundity, combined 
with a high tolerance for environmental fluc-
non-selective and affects all species, includ­
ing insects, leaving the lake open to restock­
ing after the chemical becomes inert after a 
few months. But poisoning a lake? That raises 
hackles among residents, as proven by 
California's planned general poisoning of 
Lake Davis in 1996 to eradicate illegally-in­
troduced pike. California officials planned to 
use Nusyn-Noxfish, a brand-name rotenone 
fish toxin containing the suspected carcino-
tuation, has captured Berg's respect. "You 
have to marvel at their evolution," he said. 
"They're simply more highly evolved than 
bull trout. They can tolerate such a range of 
conditions and stresses, where the bull trout 
is definitely more sensitive."
A common tactic to exterminate invasive 
fish to make way for native species is to poi­
son the lake with rotenone, a fish neurotoxin 
derived from the derris root. The rotenone is
gen trichloroethylene. Though rotenone de­
grades rapidly in warmer waters, public out­
cry to this method of pike extermination in a 
municipal water source was virulent. Prop­
erty values reportedly fell under the threat 
of the state's action, and a citizen alternative 
was promoted. Though an administrative 
appeal was lodged and stalled the project, 
California Fish and Game went ahead with
continued on page 38
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box —a strange vendetta for missing these 
gatherings, though in May I attended an un­
precedented three in a row. But at this time 
of the year, when everyone's mind automati­
cally swings towards barbecues, mine goes 
somewhere else.
It's late July, cool mornings widening 
into stifling afternoons until the sun dips be­
hind the mountains to start the cycle anew. 
An evening such as this is too magnificent for 
hot dogs and tepid fruit punch. Nodding 
curtly to Todd, I tell him to bring my pants. 
While I'm waiting I strip down to my under­
wear, knowing that I will not feel the breeze 
on my skin again until twilight. Todd comes 
in holding the Carharts, dun-colored and stiff 
enough to stand on their own. Once clothed, 





are next. Then 
ankle high 
boots that I 
save for shov­
eling snow 
and nights like 
these. I am just 
pulling on a 
long-sleeved 
shirt when I 
hear a knock at 




like Ernest Pipworth, this week's host. It 
startles me to hear him; his house is only two 
away from ours which means that in four 
weeks the event will shift to our yard, the most 
neglected on the block. The thought increases
Todd thinks I should go. He doesn't say 
so but I can tell by the way he fingers the 
recipe, maybe wondering if he could pull it 
off without my help. He thinks we might get 
stoned some morning on the way to the mail-
■rie best Saturdays are hot. Very hot. The kind of cloudless heat we pray will strike on weekends. Outside, the 
neighborhood prepares for the weekly bar­
becue: Jody Harris boils potatoes with her 
windows open, Dennis McGrath drains an­
other Pabst before placing the first oblong 
hamburger patty over the coals, and Irene 
Johnson follows the unfortunate recipe which 
always leaves her brownies as dry and 
cracked as if they'd spent a week in the desert. 
From where I stand I can see the note, a yel­
low Post-It marked with pencil, asking if, this 
week, would I please prepare the beans? 
There is even a copy of Loreen Hill's recipe, 
the one everyone has agreed is the best, at­
tached to the note's upper corner with a 
paperclip.
F ictio n
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owned and operated by herbalists 
1605 Stephens Ave 0  (406) 728-0543
my desire to be away, embattled but securely 
isolated inside a maze of thorns.
After years of experience, I have settled 
on nylon. Thick and treated to a greasy shine, 
my pullover deflects whatever it touches. I 
borrow Todd's Red Sox cap for protection, 
stuffing my hair under its frayed rim and se­
curing it with a rubber band. By now sweat 
races down my back, breaking off into fragile 
tributaries along my spine and plunging 
steeply into my Carharts. This heat is a good 
sign, allowing me to predict the ripeness of 
the berries, how black and full of sun-infused 
sweetness theyTl be as I struggle to reach 
them. With heat like this I pack an extra 
bucket.
I pat Todd on the back as I slide past in a 
clatter of berry containers — as quick and loud 
as a thunderstorm carried fast by the wind. 
Tipping my cap to Mr. Pipworth, I race to the 
car, slamming the door behind me when I
hear the word "beans." All along the street 
I can see the gathering, the women bear­
ing plastic-w rapped bowls, the men 
swinging six packs and packages of rolls. 
Kids unwind the Pipworth's hose and race 
light-footed under an arch of water, their 
hair slick and reflective in the evening heat.
I pull a U-turn to avoid them.
The patch lies east of the city, a 
tangled warren of sharp branches swell­
ing the banks of Rose's Creek. I begin a 
careful wading, a high-footed stalking 
through finger-thick thorns which catch at 
my clothing. They are towering higher 
than my head, a haven for mice and nest­
ing birds. The hum of insects leads me 
toward the berries, full and ripe and 
purple-black as a raven's egg should be. 
White flowers offer refreshments to bees, 
but the patch is crueler to me; despite my 
careful preparations, I am bloodied in min­
utes, tom by scratchy thorns and stifled by 
heat.
It is a battle. I suspect that the plants 
wish me to win, want me to carry their 
seedy prize to new grounds far from the 
cluttered ghetto of the patch. In no time my 
buckets are full, brimming with dark fruits. 
Gathering the handles together in my hands, 
I retreat back the way I came, trying not to 
break the stems under my feet. There are so 
many berries that those on top crush those un­
derneath, releasing the thick nectar-smell of 
broken fruit into the wind. I can easily make 
three batches of jam. The rest I can freeze, 
wrapped tightly in plastic until August. They 
will make wonderful pies, a new and unex­
pected recipe to share with my neighbors. 
Not Loreen Hill's Beans but Michelle's Pie. 
Michelle's Blackberry Pie to be assigned to a 
new recipient every year—a chance to dress 
for battle and fight beneath the summer sun.
Hilary Wood writes fiction, nonfiction, and legal briefs.
She is currently in the joint law and environmental studies 
graduate program at the University of Montana.
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f  I  Ttrough the eyes o f the rest o f the world, the Rocky
I  Mountain West o f North America represents a vast 
JL and unspoiled wilderness, full of soaring peaks, crys­
tal-clear lakes, and forests as far as the eye can see. Within 
this envisioned wild scene, there is a plenitude o f animals, 
such as bears, wolves, and moose. Fish fill the streams, 
while overhead, eagles drift on high currents, and the air is 
filled with the keeeee-ing o f hawks. There is also an image 
o f man's benign participation in this scene-a campfire be­
side a tent and a happy, healthy family in shiny, new out­
door attire strolling through an alpine meadow. Cynical, you 
think; condescending, I hear you say; but is it? Are these perceptions 
held only by people far away, who have no idea what the Rocky Moun­
tains are really like? Who really understands the meaning o f wilder­
ness, and who is prepared to accept its reality — the reality o f strug­
gling ecosystems, ignorant invaders, and unwelcome weeds?
Those of us who reside in the Rocky Mountain region are privileged to live in one 
of the last, great ecosystems on earth. In very few other places on the planet are there ex­
amples of such expanses of wild land. In addition, few places still support populations of all 
the animal species that have been indigenous to them during the last 500 years. From 
Yellowstone National Park to Canada7s Yukon Territory and Alaska, this is still the case, 
while south of Yellowstone some species are now regionally extinct, and have been for some 
time. These extinctions relate to the large predators, the wolves and bears, which are always 
the first to go when habitat is degraded. Perhaps we realize that we are privileged, and yet 
how many people are aware of the crises facing our wildlands? Our rosy image of the public 
lands is fraught with inaccuracy, the healthy ecosystems we perceive probably do not exist at 
all, while the real, intact wilderness is disappearing, particularly in the United States.
Native Americans lived in the Rocky Mountains for centuries before white migrants 
began to populate them in the 19th century. The indigenous people had long since been 
marginalized in, or completely pushed out of, the 13 Original7 colonies by waves of Euro­
pean immigrants. By 1860, the Pony Express had been established, the Oregon Trail brought 
thousands of prospectors and Tree7 land speculators into the West, and a railroad link was 
completed between the east and west coasts. The re-population of the West, although not 
finished, began very swiftly, and a status-quo that had been established and maintained 
over a very substantial amount of time was bulldozed aside within a few decades. It was a 
classic invasion.
Our attitudes towards invaders are subjective. We tend to regard or discuss them with
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an almost arrogant air of disassociation, in a 
way that suggests complete segregation from 
them, while never recognizing that we may 
be part of the problem or process ourselves. 
For example, many western scientists com­
plain bitterly about the "invasion of noxious 
weeds" in the public and private lands 
throughout the Rockies. Similar to our opin­
ion of human invaders, we do not like weeds; 
they are powerful and successful and they 
take without asking, forcibly instating them­
selves.
In botany or general science, weeds are 
sometimes referred to as 'exotic species/ and 
the characteristics of an exotic species are in­
vasion, hardiness, and the displacement of 
natives through rapid reproduction and by 
out-competing them. Exotics eventually over­
run ecosystems and they destroy fragile bal­
ances and interdependencies within them. 
This results in a loss of biodiversity and, 
therefore, the gradual breakdown of the area.
In addition, because the exotic species 
has not developed in the ecosystem it in­
vades, there are often few natural controls that 
can limit its development. It is like a new dis­
ease which strikes a population that has no 
immunity to it, and which, therefore, causes 
an epidemic.
This is what is happening in the Rocky 
Mountains today. The human population in 
the area is growing rapidly; it is literally over­
running many areas that comprise some of the 
last intact, pristine habitat of a wide variety 
of plants and animals. Initially, the immigrant 
rush passed the mountains to reach the sup­
posed Mecca of the West Coast, but by the 
1980's this had changed. People began sell­
ing valuable Southern California land in or­
der to relocate to the Rocky Mountains, where 
land was cheaper, in a bid to get away from 
crowding, pollution and crime. Now, after 
huge numbers of people have moved to cit­
ies like Boise, Idaho, Bozeman and Missoula, 
Montana, and numerous towns in Colorado, 
the Mountain West has experienced popula­
tion explosions and significant economic up­
turns. A number of areas in the Canadian 
Rockies have witnessed similar economic and 
demographic trends. These include towns 
like Banff and Canmore in Alberta and Fernie 
in British Columbia.
Societal trends and overall improve­
ments in the standard of living have resulted 
in greater per capita income, an increase in 
disposable income, and more leisure time. 
Somehow our idealized vision of life in the 
mountains has driven hundreds of thousands 
of people to seek their own piece of moun­
tain paradise: a bigger and better house, more 
land, and an ability to participate in various 
mountain sports and leisure pursuits. Al­
though we as individuals seem to be seeking 
a certain solace in and quality of life, collec­
tively we are almost certainly diminishing 
both of those things. Very few people live 
the mountain idyll and, in fact, the growing 
populations demand much of the infrastruc-
try before you buy
t«dc£ a demo bike for a spin...**'
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ture and facilities that they supposedly left 
behind them. As a result, roads have been 
built and expanded, huge areas of land have 
been subdivided and developed for housing, 
and a plethora of golf courses have been cre­
ated. In addition, ski facilities have been fur­
ther developed, and the pressure, in general, 
of motorized recreation, has increased signifi­
cantly. Just like an invasive plant, human be­
ings have spread themselves through the 
mountains like weeds, swiftly destroying in­
digenous species and using the environment 
to their own ends.
Similar to the way in which we judge our­
selves to be either indigenous or non-indig- 
enous, we consider ecosystems that appear 
little-changed from a time when we first un­
derstood them, to be natural, or intact. It may 
be that there is no difference between what is 
invasive and what is natural, other than the 
passage of time. Our arrogance allows us to 
consider things to be old or even ancient 
within the space of our lifetimes or just a few 
generations. The irony in all of this is that 
human beings alter the environment more 
radically than any other species. The expo­
nential rate at which we directly and indi­
rectly bring about change is the greatest in­
fluence on the Earth's ecosystems by an or­
der of magnitude, and it is almost certainly 
unsustainable. And yet, while we are solely 
responsible for these infractions, we stand in 
judgment of what is and what is not, a weed. 
What is more important than deciding what 
constitutes a weed is recognizing the prob­
lems of invasion.
At present, there are various public land 
reserves, such as National Parks, Recreation 
Areas, National Forests and Wilderness areas 
in the Rocky Mountains, that are managed by 
a number of different federal and state or pro­
vincial agencies. While there may be some 
cohesion among these management bodies, 
the administered areas may be quite removed 
from one another, thereby forming isolated 
areas of land managed for conservation. A 
conservation area, such as a national park,
becomes less biologically-diverse and, there­
fore, less effective as habitat as it becomes 
smaller. This relates directly to the size of 
the animals that live in the area and to their 
range requirements and habitat needs. While 
human development in the mountains has 
progressed at an alarming rate, many reserves 
that have significant development surround- 
ing them, are too small to support viable, large 
mammal populations. They are therefore in­
effective in the larger part of their intended 
role.
Modern thinking, born out of conserva­
tion biology, considers that most species, par­
ticularly large and highly mobile mammals, 
need significant contiguous bodies of land in 
which to thrive. Large contiguous areas may 
be in short supply, but they can be created by 
linking reserves together by a system of cor­
ridors large enough to permit unimpeded 
passage by species such as wolves and bears.
Conservationists in the United States and 
Canada are engineering possible solutions to 
the problem of disappearing wild land in 
North America. Two sister initiatives have 
been developed: the Yellowstone to Yukon 
Conservation Initiative (Y2Y) and the Wild­
lands Project.
Y2Y was conceived to address the prob­
lem of the non-viable conservation of 'isolated 
reserves.' The overall intention of the initia­
tive is to have a consistent application of man­
agement and compatible use throughout the 
whole area. Some people, who do not under­
stand the principal, have been slandering the 
project's purpose, claiming the entire area will 
become a huge single international 'national 
park,' where human economic activity will be 
prohibited. Unfortunately, this has done the 
scheme some harm, and made the already 
difficult task of publicizing it even harder.
Y2Y considers the whole area within its 
remit to be part of the same ecosystem. It 
hopes to be able to manage it consistently, for 
conservation, by linking already established 
reserves together so that species can move 
freely between them and throughout that por­
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tion of the Rocky Mountains as a whole. This 
Tree-flow' of species is seen as fundamental 
to the survival of the ecosystem in general but 
particularly of the large predatory mammals, 
which are presently only protected in areas 
that are generally too small for their popula­
tions there to be viable. Many large species 
in protected areas that are too small suffer not 
only from persecution on the periphery of the 
reserves, but also from a gradual process of 
genetic impoverishment within them. With­
out broad-based freedom of movement, ani­
mals will be bound to interbreed, which will 
weaken already-taxed populations in a mar­
ginal micro-ecosystem, thereby resulting in 
significant population decline overall.
Even before the present day, with the de­
mand for condominiums, ski hills, and good 
communication links, the human invasion 
from the East flooded the mountains and the 
West Coast, looking essentially for habitat. 
Now it seems that there is little room left for 
human beings and other animals that were 
previously indigenous. Westward expansion 
was swift and devastating and it severely dis­
rupted many already existing but little-under­
stood ecological balances in the region. From 
the period when the first wagons came roll­
ing off the Oregon Trail in 1842, it took only 
half a century for the indigenous cultures of 
the western United States to be permanently 
broken-up. Populations of certain species, 
such as wolves, which were seen as vermin 
or which were regarded with fear, were con­
sidered to be an impediment to land settle­
ment and the successful raising of livestock. 
As a result, they suffered from widespread 
persecution and severe population decline, 
as they have done in all parts of the world 
that they share with people.
The Canadian Rockies are far less popu­
lated than those in the U.S. As a result, they 
act as a supply line for all species indigenous 
to the Rockies for the western United States. 
This thoroughfare is particularly important for 
species such as grizzly bears as, without it, 
there is no other way for them to enter the
contiguous US. While wolves exist in Min­
nesota and Maine, and sporadically in other 
northern states, the Rocky Mountain corridor 
is the principal route by which they can move 
into the western US from Canada. The pur­
pose of the Yellowstone to Yukon Initiative 
is to maintain this freedom of movement in a 
sustainable way.
The boundaries of Y2Y were established 
as such because there is no complete break in 
the ecosystem between the two locations. 
Technically, animals living in the Northern 
Rockies have the potential to reach 
Yellowstone and, at this point, species such 
as bears and wolves still live in the 
Yellowstone Ecosystem. Further south, how­
ever, these animals either do not exist, or they 
exist as isolated and unsubstantiated popu­
lations. The Wildlands Project seeks to ad­
dress the ecosystem conservation needs of the 
Rockies south of Yellowstone. The specific 
area covered by the Wildlands Project ex­
tends from Yellowstone, south to the Sierra 
Madre Mountains in Mexico. The general 
mandate of each project is the same; it is a 
broad approach to integrated ecosystem man­
agement, while at the same time focusing on 
specific critical issues within the remit areas.
What many people outside the conser­
vation field do not realize is that a critical 
component of both these projects is the rec­
ognition of the human presence in the Rocky 
Mountains. People live in the mountains as 
well as animals, and these conservation ini­
tiatives are not designed to clear human be­
ings out of the Rockies. Rather, they are about 
the enhancement of human life. Sadly, there 
are those who would fight any conservation 
initiative at all costs, and misinformation, as 
in a recent article in a British Columbia news­
paper which stated "80,000 forest jobs to go," 
can, at a stroke, reverse months of hard work 
and good publicity. People need to give Y2Y 
and the Wildands Project a chance, to see that 
with a little compromise these initiatives will 
improve everything in the long run. It is not 
a question of banning forestry; it is about a
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certain kind of forestry. It is not a question of 
no vehicles, but a question of knowing when 
to stop building roads. It is about recogniz­
ing the incompatibility of certain industries 
and being able to understand that we would 
be better-off without them, overall, even 
though they may bring a certain amount of 
localized economic prosperity. The 'sacrifice' 
we are asked to make is to be prepared to 
moderate ourselves in recognition of the less 
obvious benefits of living in an intact and 
healthy ecosystem. In this, human beings 
have a unique opportunity over other weeds: 
the ability to regulate themselves, and adapt 
to an ecosystem they have invaded so that 
their existence there can be sustainable.
There are many examples of instances 
where we seem to prefer to fight conserva­
tion measures at all costs rather than live with 
them, even if committing to them does us no 
harm at all. Unfortunately, in much of the 
Rocky Mountains, there seems to be little will­
ingness to recognize ourselves as interlopers, 
to understand that we have the potential to 
alter ecological balances that took immeasur­
able time to establish. We need to appreci­
ate that the natural quality of life in such a 
unique ecosystem as the Rocky Mountains 
may be worth a little sacrifice in another 
direction. For example, we should accept 
that there will be certain challenges due to 
the weather or the quantity and size of 
roads; if we have fruit trees, we have to pick 
up windfall or fence our yards and orchards 
against bears. We have to accept that when 
we pursue recreational activities in the wil­
derness, there will be dangers from wild­
life, from steep trails, and from sudden 
changes in the weather. We have to realize 
that to dispense with these things, to rid 
ourselves of them, is to rid ourselves of the 
very essence of life in the mountains.
The human race expanded from a 
single location over 100,000 years ago and 
has gradually spread itself to the four cor­
ners of the Earth. Today, in the Rocky 
Mountains, we risk the consequences of
habitat destruction and the unsustainable use 
of land and other natural resources, as well 
as the depletion of resources, such as timber, 
ore, fuel and fisheries, there are other, more 
abstract, resources that are being depleted at 
an alarming rate. These include open space, 
clean air and water, wild animals, and intact 
ecosystems. A different kind of wealth, yet 
one that is wholly tangible if ever experienced.
The Yellowstone to Yukon Initiative and 
The Wildlands project focus on our invasive 
behavior, and prove that, like the best of 
weeds, human activity is highly adaptable. 
It is a tall order, but, in these cases, we have a 
unique opportunity as a proverbial weed: To 
realize where we are heading, to reverse our 
destructive trend, and to re-establish a viable 
ecosystem in the Rocky Mountains.
Rupert Pilkington is a Resource M anagement Specialist in 
Crowsnest Pass, Alberta, Canada.
Camas Summer 1999 27
S k a d  e coffee farm s 
protect an d  m ature m ore species 
tk an  any otker m anaged k ak itat.
BUTTERFLY HERBS
232 NORTH HIGGINS AVENUE 
MISSOULA, MONTANA 59802 
406.728.8780 www.butterflyherbs.com
29
et al.: Camas, Summer 1999
Published by ScholarWorks at University of Montana, 1999
N orthern Rockies N ews
Women's Voices for the Earth
by Tiffany Trent
X" A Tom en's Voices for \/\l the Earth (WVE), V V founded in 1994 
by Bryony Schwan, serves as 
an advocacy group for 
women and other tradition­
ally-marginalized peoples. 
Guided by the need "to em­
power women and others 
who historically have had 
little power in affecting envi­
ronmental policy to create a 
society that is ecologically 
sustainable and socially just," 
WVE addresses issues that af­
fect these groups.
WVE has taken on a num­
ber of difficult environmental 
issues in the region. Last 
year, for instance, WVE 
worked with the Smurfit- 
Stone pulp mill, located in 
Frenchtown, Montana, in or­
der to stop chlorine bleaching 
at the mill. WVE's strategy 
was to work cooperatively 
with the mill's union workers, 
helping to educate them 
about the dangers of dioxin, 
a by-product of chlorine 
bleaching operations. This 
cooperative effort paid off 
when the bleaching operation 
closed down last fall. But the 
group isn't resting on its lau­
rels.
In addition to the 
Sm urfit-Stone campaign, 
WVE sponsors a whole host 
of programs aimed at educat­
ing the public about the dan­
gers of toxins, particularly of 
dioxin. One of WVE's recent 
campaigns focuses on
children's health. WVE hopes 
to educate the public about 
the dangers of toys which are 
made of PVC plastic and vi­
nyl, both of which leach di­
oxin. The chemical is known 
to have disturbing side effects 
on young children, including 
lowering IQ levels, which 
could be a factor in the host 
of learning disabilities cur­
rently affecting the nation's 
youth.
Breast cancer awareness 
is an integral part of WVE's 
programs. One in eight 
women today is now at risk 
of developing breast cancer, 
and there is a strong correla­
tion between breast cancer 
and dioxin pollution. WVE 
tries to help women make 
educated consumer choices 
that will decrease their risk.
In addition, WVE just 
joined the Healthcare without 
Harm campaign, which was 
instigated by a number of 
groups to persuade hospitals 
and other medical facilities to 
stop using IV bags and other 
medical supplies made of 
PVC plastic. New plastics 
that don't leach dioxins are of­
fered as alternatives. In addi­
tion, WVE hopes that the four 
remaining medical incinera­
tors in Montana will be shut 
down, since the burning of 
medical waste releases diox­
ins and other toxins into the 
air.
On pesticides, a crucial 
issue in Missoula, WVE's po­
sition is clear. Though 
Schwan doesn't question the 
threats posed by noxious 
weeds to native plants, she 
does question whether or not 
the public has been properly 
educated about the dangers 
associated with pesticides. 
WVE wants the public to be 
well-educated about the pes­
ticides to be used in and 
around Missoula, as well as 
the possible alternatives to 
chemicals.
WVE encourages public 
education through advocacy 
work with the M issoula 
Health Board, by helping to 
shape public policy in regard 
to pesticides. WVE is also ac­
tively involved with the 
eradication  of noxious 
w eeds using alternative 
methods. Currently, WVE has 
a demonstration site on Mt. 
Sentinel, w here they are 
c o n d u c tin g  an e x p e r i­
m ent to see how hand-pull­
ing will help decrease the 
spread of spotted knapweed.
Finally, WVE hopes 
that by encouraging young 
girls to take leadership roles, 
women will not be left in the 
dark when it comes to mak­
ing choices about their health 
and the environment.
"Weavings," their news­
letter, is an excellent source 
of information about WVE 
and its programs.
If you would like more 
information regarding WVE 
call (406)543-3747.
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Wildlife Experts to Review Options for Bass Creek
Wolf Pack
by Terry Ryan
■ he fate of the Bass Creek wolf pack re­mains uncertain fol­
lowing the death of the alpha 
male in a handling accident in 
early July. Roy Heberger, As­
sistant Field Supervisor for 
the U.S. Fish & W ildlife 
Service's Snake River Basin 
office, says that he is assem­
bling a panel of "the best 
thinkers with respect to wolf 
recovery" to discuss what 
should happen next.
The original pack con­
sisted of the male and female 
and their eight offspring, 
which were born last April in 
a den near Bass Creek in 
Montana's Bitterroot Valley. 
After they were implicated in 
the deaths of three calves on 
a nearby rancher's property, 
the wolves, which are part of 
the Northern Rockies Wolf 
Recovery Program, were re­
moved from the valley and 
placed in a holding facil­
ity  near M cC all, Id ah o. 
W hen wolves are released, 
Heberger points out "they 
tend to make a beeline away 
from that location, possibly 
because they associate it 
with humans and want to get 
away from us." Heberger and 
his colleagues intended to re­
lease the wolves by early Oc­
tober, when the pups would 
have grown sufficiently — to 
between 50 and 65 pounds — 
to enable them to keep up 
with their parents.
Release plans have been 
put on hold since the alpha 
male was strangled by a mal­
functioning catch-pole —a 
commonly used restraining 
instrument —as a biologist 
examined the w olf's paw, 
which had been injured dur­
ing relocation. Some of the
issues Heberger and his col­
leagues will address concern 
how to best maintain the in­
tegrity of the pack; how well 
the mother will be able to pro­
vide for all eight pups; and 
whether or not a new adult 
male should be introduced 
into the pack, in the hope that 
he might assume the role of 
the alpha male.
In the m eantim e, the 
mother and pups remain in 
the McCall facility. Roughly 
one acre in size, the holding 
pen is located on private 
property in a densely wooded 
area south of Lapwai, Idaho. 
The wolves are provided with 
a daily supply of fresh 
roadkill. When asked how 
the wolves were faring, both 
Heberger and Isaac Babcock, 
the Wildlife Biologist for the 
Nez Perce Tribe's Gray Wolf 
Recovery Project, replied 
that the w olves are 
healthy, but that the biolo­
gists have minimal direct 
contact with the pack. 
"We visit the pen as little 
as possible," Babcock an­
swered. "The wolves get 
agitated when humans 
come around."
"W e d on 't w ant 
them to become habitu­
ated to humans or to see 
humans as a food source," 
Heberger noted.
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■  hat do seeds, sheep, w eevils, w eed-w hackers, 
pesticides, and human hands 
have in common? They are 
all tools from the arsenal of In­
tegrated Pest Management 
(IPM) chosen by M arilyn 
Marler to combat noxious 
weeds on Mt. Sentinel. An 
alumnus of the University of 
Montana's graduate program 
in ecology, Marler was hired
a year ago by the university 
as its first Integrated Plant 
Management Specialist. State 
law now mandates that state 
agencies have a written weed 
management plan and enter 
into a cooperative agreement 
with their county weed dis­
trict.
The University of Mon­
tana owns 500 acres on the 
north side of Mt. Sentinel's 
west face, from the trailhead
to the "M " all the way to the 
mountaintop. In terms of hu­
man traffic, it's a very busy 
plot of land, and whether they 
know it or not, visitors hike 
in the midst of intensive IPM.
"My main task is to try to 
get the noxious weed situa­
tion on Mt. Sentinel under 
control," Marler explained 
outside the campus Botany 
Building. She motioned to the 
native plant garden alongside 
the greenhouse. "We have to 
restore the native plant com­
munity."
The first step to that res­
toration is IPM, which 
matches the biology of a pest 
with a variety of different ap­
proaches of control, with the 
idea that no one method is 
likely to succeed. All too of­
ten, weed control has in­
volved the single-method ap­
proach of pesticides, result­
ing in a variety of woes.
Timing is everything in 
the integrated battle against 
weeds. The highest priorities 
are those weeds that have 
spread the least, because it is 
easier and cheaper to hit a 
plant invader sooner rather 
than later. The spot spraying 
on Sentinel this past summer 
hit the small patches of leafy 
spurge, which has a rhizoma- 
tous root system up to thirty 
feet deep. Marler also mowed 
the plant with a weed eater 
and grazed sheep on spurge 
plots. She has hopes for a flea 
beetle larvae that feeds on the
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roots. The beetle originates in 
leafy spurge's native habitat. 
But Marler cautioned that bio­
logical controls such as the 
beetle are not the godsend of 
IPM.
"Bio-control is not a tool 
you use if you want to eradi­
cate something," Marler ex­
plained. After all, this par­
ticular flea beetle depends on 
this particular spurge. And 
although bio-controls are ex­
tensively tested prior to re­
lease to make sure they don't 
attack non-target species, eco­
systems are very complex. 
"We have this exotic plant 
that's causing a problem, and 
then we introduce these ex­
otic animals, and we have no 
idea of what the long term 
impact of that is going to be," 
Marler said. "What they're 
not able to test for are effects 
on trophic level interactions."
One such interaction that 
has come to light is the feed­
ing of deer mice upon seed 
head-feeding gall fly larvae. 
The gall fly larvae were intro­
duced to Montana's ubiqui­
tous spotted knapweed, 
which covers all 500 acres of 
Sentinel's state acreage. With 
a new food source, expanding 
numbers of mice may impact 
vole populations. When one 
strand of the food web is 
plucked, the entire system vi­
brates.
Besides spurge, other 
high priorities include St. 
Johnswort and dyer's woad, 
still very limited and hope­
fully manageable. But the 
major headaches remain
knapweed and Dalmatian 
toadflax, the latter covering 
250 acres. "We'll never get rid 
of spotted knapweed in Mon­
tana," Marler said, but she 
hopes eventually that knap­
weed will be limited in scope. 
"That's where IPM comes in. 
If you can hand-pull even half 
the plants, or graze half the 
plants, or something, and 
start to cut them back, then 
maybe the bio-control could 
be a significant contribution."
"I personally believe you 
should always try to use as 
little of chemicals as pos­
sible," Marler said, but cau­
tioned that pesticides remain 
part of many IPM programs. 
While the university's IPM 
committee decided against 
aerial spraying and the mix­
ing of different chemicals, it 
did choose to use Tordon 22K 
(generically, picloram) as the 
herbicide of choice, and not 
everyone in the public is 
happy.
And herbicide use con­
tinues to be a contentious is­
sue. "When the issue of nox­
ious weeds comes up," 
Marler said, "it seems like 
people really don't want to 
talk about the problem of 
what to do about the weeds. 
They want to talk about 
whether they are for or 
against herbicides .... That's 
not really the way to talk 
about the real problem, which 
is native plant conservation."
With small patches of 
weeds, Marler explained, "the 
best thing you can do is just 
go and spray it or mow it or 
hand pull it, if it's a weed that 
lends itself to that." She con­
tends that spraying is less 
damaging than introducing a 
bio-control, because by the 
time the bio-control takes ef­
fect, the weed has spread.
Marler notifies the pub­
lic about the spraying through 
the media and trailhead signs. 
"I think people should have 
that information to make a 
decision, if they're not com­
fortable with it." As for berry 
pickers and herb gatherers,
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she warns that "just to be safe, 
they shouldn't pick anything 
for consumption for several 
years after it's been sprayed, 
because it goes into the plant 
tissue. Brushing up against 
it is one thing, but eating it is 
different."
In her plans for manag­
ing weeds on Mt. Sentinel, 
Marler hopes another signifi­
cant contribution will be the 
old-fashioned one of human 
labor. You might call it Inte­
grated Pest-Plant-People 
Management.
"There is a pretty good- 
sized population of people 
who could turn out and do 
some manual weed control so 
we don't have to use a lot of 
chemicals ... We had a big 
weed pull on Earth Day, and 
I plan on doing that every 
year." She also points to Pub­
lic Lands Day, the third Sat­
urday in September. "I want 
to make that an annual thing, 
where people can come and 
do some work—and the idea 
is that people give back a 
little to the places that they 
use all the time."
What excites M arler 
most is the fledgling Adopt- 
a-Switchback program, in 
which groups or individuals 
tackle weed removal on cer­
tain sections of the trail to the 
"M ." So far, W ashington 
Middle School students, 
W omen's Voices for the 
Earth, the Ecology Center, and 
the university's Environmen­
tal Studies department are 
among the participants.
"Already, in the few sec­
tions that have been adopted spread, even as they have dis- 
out, it's just striking when you mantled native habitat, 
see them," Marler beamed. Marler's management plans- 
As knapweed has been integrating weed control with 
yanked, native grasses and native plant restoration and 
wildflowers seem to have public involvem ent and 
magically appeared, if some- education-illustrate the com- 
what sparsely. It's through plexity and commitment nec- 
this community involvement essary to help put things back 
that Marler hopes to integrate together, 
weed management with her You can contact Marilyn 
plans for restoration and pub- Marler at 243-5935. For a 
lie education. schedule of weed pulls and
"What I really want is for other weedy information, 
people to start to appreciate ch eck  the w eb s ite , 
the native prairie. It's a really www.umt.edu/sentinel. 
cool ecosystem. It used to be 
the most common ecosystem 
in Montana .... I really think 
that if people start to perceive 
[weeding] as a sustained, big 
effort, then they'll be more 
likely to participate, instead 
of feeling, well, 'What's the 
point if I pull ten weeds, if no 
one else pulls ten weeds?"'
As the weeds diminish,
Marler's plans call for reveg­
etation of the mountain, and 
a seed source will derive from 
the two-acre native prairie 
restoration along the Clark 
Fork riverfront's John Toole 
Park. Marler is coordinating 
that effort with botanist John 
Pierce, who restored the prai­
rie plot, which is just now be­
ginning to produce a lot of 
seeds. Junegrass, bunchgrass, 
and penstemon are ripe for 
sowing.
Human beings, if unwit­
tingly, bear responsibility for 
the introduction of weeds in 
Montana, yet have largely re­
mained disinterested or inef­
fectual in arresting weeds'
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A r e  yo u  in t e r e s t e d  w il d l ife  and  n ative  p la n t  C o n serv a tio n ?
MONTANA NATURAL H ISTORY CENTER  
The Nature Center a t Fort M issoula 
Po» t Hodquanen Bldg. T-2 
Fort MinouU Rd 
Minoula. MT $9804
J o in  t h e
Ha b i t a t  S t e w a r d s  V o l u n t e e r  P r o g r a m
a mentoring program of the National Wildlife Federation's Backyard Wildlife Habitat 
Program, offered in Missoula through a partnership with the Montana Natural History 
Center. The program promotes the creation, restoration, and preservation o f wildlife 
habitat at home, at school, and where we recreate and work.
W hat is a  Ha b it a t  St e w a r d s  Vo l u n t e e r ?
A Ha b it a t  St e w a r d s  Vo l u n t e e r  is an individual who has a keen interest in the
environment, and a willingness to volunteer his or her time and expertise to assist others in the 
creation or restoration of a wildlife habitat.
T o b e c o m e  a  Habita t  St e w a r d s  Vo l u n t e e r , one must attend a Habitat
Stewards training or workshop, entailing a minimum of 24 hours of instruction. Each Habitat 
Stewards training is provided by the National Wildlife Federation in partnership with the 
Montana Natural History Center.
Join the M O N T A N A  N A T U R A L  H I S T O R Y  C E N T E R  and the
Na tio n al  W il d l ife  F ed er a tio n  in developing wildlife habitat projects at:
#  The Nature Center at Fort Missoula
(joint projects of the MNHC and the University o f Montana)
®  Local schools
®  Local open space areas
®  Your own backyard, neighborhood, or workplace 
Join the first H A B I T A T  S T E W A R D S  T R A I N I N G  S E R I E S  this September!
For information, con ta ct Lisa Mills, Program Director, Montana Natural History Center 
Call (406)327-0405 or email: mnhc@montana.com
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The Cowboy Way
by David McCumber 
Avon Books, 1999
Reviewed by Emily Miller
If you've ever wondered what western ranchers do all day, look no further. The answer is here, in David McCumber's The 
Cowboy Way, which chronicles an ex-city boy's 
year as a tenderfoot employee on Bill Galt's 
sprawling Montana ranch, Birch Creek. The 
story itself is simple if slightly predictable — 
McCumber leaves his life in Livingston, Mon­
tana, including a good job and a girlfriend, to 
work on ranch in the mountains. After months 
of excruciating labor, personal trials and life 
lessons, he begins to learn the ways of the 
ranch and of the land. The author is nothing 
if not thorough. In what seems, at times, like 
a day-by day chronicle of his ranch life, 
McCumber takes the reader through his ranch 
experience with him; we learn about all sorts 
of tasks essential to the cattle-raising indus­
try. We unload hay bales from a truck. We
mend fences. We dam irrigation ditches. We 
even dump dead cows into a big, stinking pit 
filled with other dead cows.
But The Cowboy W ay is not boring. 
McCumber writes in a soothing, quiet way that 
keeps his reader right there with him, despite 
a distinct lack of high-drama events. Before 
he became a fence-mender, mechanic, veteri­
narian and hydraulic engineer on the Birch 
Creek ranch, McCumber was (and still is) a 
journalist. The founding editor and publisher 
of Big Sky Journal, he maintains a style that 
stays true to its journalistic roots. In some 
sections, for example, he steps away from the 
narrative to give some local history or back­
ground, and these magazine-style cut-aways 
provide some of the book's most interesting 
information. McCumber also has an excellent 
eye for detail and an ear for language; there 
is lots of apt description—"Bill Galt did not 
like his men standing around, and he pre­
ferred them moving at a trot." The author re­
lies heavily on dialogue, too, which some-
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times feels tedious. But his characters — al­
most all men—are real-seeming and likeable 
enough to keep the book moving. In fact, the 
book is undeniably male-feeling in general, 
which may simply reflect a truth about the 
ranching world. Women do crop up now and 
then, but there's something present in most 
of the book's anecdotes as well as its basic 
premise that may indeed be the Marlboro 
Man casting his long shadow over the land­
scapes and pages of The Cowboy Way.
Throughout the book, McCumber is sur­
prisingly unsentimental and devotes rela­
tively little time to lyrical language or per­
sonal reflection. This is both good and bad; 
while it's interesting to get a thorough, 
straightforward account of modern-day 
ranchlife, it's hard to get a feel for what 
McCumber's really like at all. For example, 
he no more than hints at his motivation for 
entering this new life, citing in the introduc­
tion his "jou rnalistic  curiosity 
about a lifestyle glorified to the 
point of religion in our culture" and 
"other, darker reasons, having to do 
with letting go of one life to find 
another and taking a measure of 
myself in a new way." In other in­
stances, McCumber mentions being 
tired at the end of a day or discusses 
the beauty of his surroundings with 
feeling, and even cries at one point, 
but these moments tend to feel 
wooden and stiff —like after­
thoughts inserted to round out the 
narrative. Every memoir should 
not be an Oprah-worthy confes­
sional (God willing), but without a 
feeling for the man behind the 
ranchhand-journalist machine, 
some of McCumber's three hun­
dred, thirty-seven pages turn more 
slowly than others.
In the author's defense, 
though, the book is really about a 
way of life, not one particular life.
And the ranching lifestyle is one
McCumber relays with skill and grace. Over­
all, The Cowboy Way provides a well-executed 
and unusual portrait of an institution many 
may Americans may think they already know 
all about. But I'd guess in most cases, people 
will be surprised at what running a ranch re­
ally entails, and indeed how much the cow­
boy lifestyle is alive and well in the Ameri­
can West.
BOOKS FOR ALL AGES
2 2 0  N o rth  H i g g i n s  M i s s o u l a ,  MT 5 9 8 0 2
R i c h a r d  H u g o
Camas Summer 1999 35
F a c t &  
F ic tio n
37
et al.: Camas, Summer 1999
Published by ScholarWorks at University of Montana, 1999
For the Time Being
by Annie Dillard 
Knopf, 1999
Reviewed by Ron Scholl
iven things as they are, how should one 
V jin d iv id u a l live?"
It's a question that scientists, modern 
day's analytical thinkers, don't feel comfort­
able addressing —but really, asks Annie 
Dillard, isn't this question the point of all 
queries? Dillard's For the Time Being, some­
what reminiscent of her classic, Pilgrim at 
Tinker Creek, is a sort of natural history of be­
ing, of existence as we know it. Some of the 
being is drawn from her own unique experi­
ences, some drawn from the expressions of 
other individuals, and some drawn from the 
infinite body of information and life that 
stretches from the distant past to this very 
moment. Make sense? That's exactly what 
this fascinating and often disturbing book at­
tempts—to make sense of existence as we 
perceive it.
How, for example, she asks, do we rec­
oncile the horror of birth defects, the tyranny 
of despots, and the sweeping away of lives 
by natural disasters with our beliefs in God 
and one's own self worth in the universe?
"Do you suffer," Dillard writes in the 
early pages, "what a French paleontologist 
called 'the distress that makes human wills 
flounder daily under the crushing number of 
living things and stars?' For the world is as 
glorious as ever, and exalting, but for 
credibility's sake let's start with the bad 
news."
She gives the bad and the good news, 
while searching for patterns of meaning 
amidst the seeming chaos. Dillard creates a 
testimony both experiential and abstract, yet 
wholly personal. She sifts through bits of her 
life while gleaning facts from history and ev­
eryday life to fashion a small, tight book of
wisdom as wise and as true as anything. And 
she writes damn well, too.
Each of the seven chapters cycles through 
subsections entitled Birth, Sand, China, 
Clouds, Numbers, Israel, Encounters, Think­
ers, Evil, and Now. Some specific subjects 
recur throughout —the paleontologist 
Telihard de Chardin, Hasidic Jews of Eastern 
Europe, a natural history of sand, individual 
clouds caught in time, travelogue notes from 
China and Israel, and encounters with strang­
ers. Oh, and life and death and God. Through­
out, Dillard revisits and mixes narrative 
themes and ties them all together—or seems 
to, much the way everything disparate in life 
nonetheless derives from the same source.
Dillard whets her humor along the way. 
While writing about galaxies, stars, and the 
age of the universe, she tweaks attention to 
the sheer scale by making comparisons—there 
are maybe nine galaxies for each human be­
ing alive, maybe a trillion stars —and then 
glibly complains about astronomers' ever up­
wardly rising projections: "Two galaxies, nine 
galaxies... one hundred billion suns, four hun­
dred billion suns ... twelve billion years, thir­
teen billion years ... These astronomers are 
nickel-and-diming us to death."
In the next breath Dillard turns notions 
of religious self-centeredness on its head: 
"Does anyone really believe that the galaxies 
exist to add splendor to the night sky over 
Bethlehem?"
Throughout the book, Dillard threads 
facts and history with the warp and weft of 
living. "Sometimes we touch strangers," she 
writes in an "Encounters" section, telling of a 
visit to an Arabian city in which a friendly 
baby offers her a key ring and pedestrians 
stop to watch:
I took the key ring, held it in sight, 
and thanked the baby, the way 
one does. The several hundred 
Yemenis held their breaths. I
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know they were holding their 
breaths because when —after 
stretching the interval until the first 
instant the baby began, visibly at 
the eyebrows, to doubt life's very 
fundamentals — handed the key 
ring back, they all exhaled at once;
I could hear it.
For the Time Being isn't the easiest book to 
review, yet the book is eminently readable, 
whether in long runs or a section at a time. It 
hangs together much the way a book like Su­
san Griffin's Woman and Nature hangs together, 
both in discreet packets and as a body of evi­
dence. It undoubtedly wasn't an easy book 
to write, yet Dillard, emphasizing that it's up 
to us to make something of life, gave it a good
shot.
Why? She ends the book with an histori­
cal anecdote of a Papua New Guinea's tribe's 
first encounter with the outside world after a 
plane lands. One villager straps himself with 
vines to the fuselage just before take off. "He 
explained calmly to his loved ones," Dillard 
writes, "that, no matter what happened to 
him, he had to see where it came from."
While Dillard doesn't attempt to answer 
that ontological question, the story empha­
sizes the human drive for understanding in a 
book that advises that life, no matter how 
cruel, wondrous, or absurd, is ours for a short 
while.
For the time being.
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Hasenstein continued...
the poisoning in the fall of 1997 and restocked 
the following year. Studies on residual pres­
ence of rotenone in Lake Davis are ongoing, 
but the trout-fishing public seems pleased. 
While MDFWP and the U.S. Fish and Wild­
life Service have used limited applications of 
rotenone in the past to stem sucker invasions
(likely introduced from bait buckets) and 
perch in the Clearwater system in the 1950's, 
Peters said the agency is circumspect about 
poisoning and reconstructing an entire fish­
ery. Applications of the toxin must be con­
ducted on small water bodies, likely at a dis­
tance from dense human settlement, surgi­
cally timed and located, and must also con­
form to the Endangered Species Act. "Be­
cause of the presence of bull trout, I don't think 
any chemical reclamation using rotenone 
would get by an environmental impact 
study," explains Berg. "That's the major bar­
rier, even if we did want to use that method."
Berg expresses immense frustration with 
bucket biologists, whose illegal introductions 
of pike can undo any carefully-executed man­
agement decision. "Pike are certainly just 
harder to kill. Even if we did a reclamation 
and succeeded in selectively poisoning them, 
the mentality that put them there in the first 
place is still out there. Chemical recla­
mation is extremely expensive in terms 
of money and man-hours. The bucket 
brigade is more aggressive. They just 
say, 'Aw hell, those guys with the states 
don't know what they're talking about,' 
and go ahead and dump a fifty gallon 
drum in."
Berg sees rotenone application as 
a gamble whose success is by no means 
guaranteed. "FWP used it in the area 
back in the 1950's on perch, and there 
are still perch there. Some pike could 
probably withstand it. Plus, there's a 
big difference than in the 50's: there are 
probably three or four times more cab­
ins out there now, many of them using 
the lakes as a water source."
Berg proposes developing a sys­
tem of selective fish barriers to permit 
bull and westslope cutthroat trout pas­
sage, but exclude pike where they can 
be corralled and killed. Another 
method Berg wants to research further 
is a system of weirs to restrain spawn­
ing pike. Thus far, his studies haven't 
been able to pinpoint specific spawning lo­
calities at the perimeters of the infested lakes. 
Above all, Don Peters says, DFWP seeks to 
involve the public in whatever management 
recommendations are made. For now, pub­
lic outreach is the tool of choice. Staff con­
duct educational fireside talks throughout the 
summer at popular state and federal camp­
grounds. On the enforcement end of this ap­
proach, weekend vehicle checkpoints around 
popular pike lakes are being considered to 
prevent the illegal transportation of live pike 
by residents moonlighting as fisheries man­
Free Cycles M is so u la
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agers. Finding the Salmon Lake culprit, at this 
point, seems moot.
"They're not necessarily undesirable fish, 
but in there, they are," Berg said. "Right now, 
our strategy is suppression to the maximum 
extent. There's an increased awareness in our 
law enforcement division to monitor activi­
ties around those lakes. If they see someone 
dumping a bunch of fifty gallon drums full 
of something into a lake, they'll definitely check 
it out."
There is a peculiar conflict which haunts 
Montana fishing and has divided two camps 
along lines that eerily resemble the broader 
disconnect that surrounds a host of conserva­
tion issues. Tongue-in-cheek treatises ad­
dress it, and, at one level, the banter seems 
harmless. It is the split between fly fishing 
purists and hook-and-line anglers, and it's 
taken on some semblance of a common class 
conflict in the West. One side portrays the 
other as micro-brew sipping effetes, esoteric, 
swaddled in Orvis, obsessed with Norman 
Maclean fantasies. City poofs with no small 
measure of cash to burn. Granted. The other 
side is characterized as a group of large guys 
astride coolers with idling boats, bait buck­
ets, and NASCAR caps who sling viciously- 
barbed, garish hunks of metal, plastic, and fish 
parts at any fish man enough to go after it. 
Granted again. One's to be found mincing 
around places like Livingston, Bozeman, 
Bigfork, and Missoula —the other, dragging 
its knuckles down the main street of, say, 
Seeley Lake, Libby, Glasgow, or Kalispell. 
Trout are the elite, pike are blue-collar. As 
one guy once jabbed at me, after eyeing my 
fly-fishing rig, "Kid, if you don't need a fenc­
ing pliers to pull the damn hook out, it ain't 
worth fishing for."
However, I've spent many a contented 
day on a reedy Minnesota pothole and Alas­
kan slough chucking big spoons, imprisoned 
minnows, and Rapalas at downed logs and 
weed beds, delighting in the hiss of line fly­
ing off by the yard, then reeling it in and feel­
ing the hearty thump of a northern as it rushes
the lure. It's a different feeling than a trout 
carefully sipping in a floating fly, but one's 
muscles are still tense and attention riveted. 
It's relaxing fishing, giving the angler mo­
ments to watch the shore, daydream, arrange 
a six-pack. Good pike anglers read a subsur­
face landscape well, noting drop-offs, shallow 
weed beds and, especially, submerged logs. 
Pike fishing depends as much on architecture 
as it does the pike's voracity. Looking at the 
gaping jaws of freshly caught pike and into 
its shark-like eyes is to peer closely at tough­
ness, at an evolutionary brutality. As a kid, 
my boss hauled a few pike from a frozen Wis­
consin lake, letting them freeze solid as a base­
ball bat on a subzero day. The following af­
ternoon, the pike having sat outside the cabin 
for the night, he went to thaw them in the bath­
tub to cook up for dinner. Hours later, he 
heard thrashing issuing from the bathroom.
As displaced fishermen, we get attached 
to the species from home, and we get maud­
lin about them just as we do about the Green 
Bay Packers, maple trees, skating on frozen 
ponds, and deep, black soil. So it seems a bit 
funny to hear pike linked with the word "ex­
otic." Pike, unlike sharks or jellyfish or oran­
gutans, seem to me about as unexotic as you 
can get. It's ingrained. I recall being excited 
by the notion of fishing in Montana for beasts 
which don't generally eat cute little ducklings 
and didn't require gloves to handle. It's not 
much different for Berg, who hails from Iowa, 
or Don Peters, a Wisconsinite. We all chuckle 
about northerns and their ridiculous voracity 
and hard-headedness. Perhaps it is their abil­
ity to retreat into that deep, dark, reptilian core 
of pure survival. They draw us to the verge, 
only to have us peer into a depthless well of 
tenacity and withdraw humbled. Tough spe­
cies like the pike are driven by forces and im­
pulses next to which our cluttered human ten­
derness appears new, infantile, and delicate. 
It goes beyond the mere reverence of tackle- 
busting trophies. But the circumstances 
plainly cast a pall over this fondness. Inva­
sive species like pike and knapweed have
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simplified biotic communities in western 
Montana. Genetic richness, perhaps the most 
subtle and poorly-understood foundation of 
ecosystem function, has been replaced by a 
dominant monoculture, largely through the 
short-sighted, perhaps malicious, mis-steps 
of humans.
"We don't have an economist working on 
it, so in terms of a dollar figure, I can't say 
what we've lost," says Berg. "But it's been an 
enormous loss in the traditional fishery. That 
fishery was very diverse —kokanees, 
weststlope cutthroats, bull trout, even trophy 
brown trout. The bass and perch fishery has 
also been really suppressed. I think anglers 
really liked that diversity. But it's pretty much 
gone now."
Biotic diversity can be a tangible, living 
concept. It manifests itself as the wonder an 
angler feels as the line jerks and bolts for the 
depths, the moments before one guides the 
fish in and it is revealed what's been hooked. 
It is that mystery which draws us to the water 
to wet our lines, to bring what is unseen into 
the light and wonder at it, to hold it like a 
smooth, vital jewel. It can be a selfish pruri­
ence to reveal the unseen. For many, catch­
ing a fish is their first contact with wild life 
and vigor, that first glimpse into the primor­
dial darkness and the creatures that inhabit 
it. Diversity is inherently vital. Perhaps we 
can revere the species while reviling in its 
presence.
"You know," Berg says, "a little kid with 
a bobber and a worm catches a big northern— 
now, that's just a fish he does not want to have 
a relationship with."
The pike population in Salmon Lake is 
waning, and its numbers are slackening off. 
"Right now, I think the pike in Seeley Lake is 
just about at its peak," says Berg. "The condi­
tion factor of those fish in there is almost 
maxed out. One thing that's interesting about 
Salmon Lake is how fast it's really crashed. 
The boom didn't last long."
Like all things unsustainable, Salmon 
Lake's pike burned hard and bright for a little
while, and the same may be true for the rest 
of the Clearwater. Though the pike may be 
settling into a persistent, nagging smolder, it 
appears that western Montanans are stuck 
with these unwelcome predators. The pike 
will do what they do, providing some clear 
lessons to us all on just how dramatically 
populations can change and fluctuate. They 
have done their damage and the best action 
the scientific and fishing communities can take 
is to contain pike and increase prevention— 
think up new ways to stymie their expansion 
and in the meantime, it seems, acquire a taste 
for this combative, toothy fish.
"I can say right now we'll never remove 
pike completely," says Berg somewhat wea­
rily. "They're here to stay for the most part, 
and all we can really do in the Clearwater is 
manage around them."
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by A l is on Kreiss
My hunter home late
two bodies laying on the passenger's seat 
offering limp-necked dense modeled beauty 
Great Bum Grouse
Butchered with a dull knife 
I am amazed how the body resists separation 
the organic clutch and integration 
the mess of neat sought among parts 
bone, gut, feather, foot
Crops bursting with fruit, leaf, and stem 
of snowberry and kinnickinnick
Sweet metallic smell of breast and wing 
baked in a sauce of cowboy concoction 
chewed with hesitant sanctity 
tongues grope and filter shot 
purist food, we eat the forest floor
As when walking through trees
caught and held by your pounding beneath the air
at once a bird, my heart, the woods
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